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it! It is not by any means certain that
stones do not have a certain obscure life of
their own; I have sometimes thought that
their marvellous cohesion may be a sign of
life, and that if life were withdrawn, a moun-
tain might in a moment become a heap of
sliding sand."

My friend said that the dream made such
an impression upon him that for a time he
found it hard to believe that stones and
rocks had not this strange and secret life
lurking in their recesses; and indeed it has
since stood to me as a symbol of life, haunt-
ing and penetrating all the very hardest
and driest things. It seems to me that just
as there are almost certainly more colours
than our eyes can perceive, and sounds
either too acute or too deliberate for our
ears to hear, so the domain of life may be
much further extended in the earth, the air,
the waters, than we can tangibly detect.

It seems too to show me that it is our
business to try ceaselessly to discover the
secret life of thought in the world; not to
conclude that there is no vitality in thought
unless we can ourselves at once perceive it
This is particularly the case with books.
Sometimes, in our College Library, I take